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caught his first glimpse of India. A waning crescent moon
hung over the harbour of Bombay and faintly illuminated the
beautiful city that slept upon its shore. The borrowed radiance
faded as the dawn drew on, and vanished, not destroyed but
outshone, as the great sun leapt into the sky. Even so, and
sooner perhaps than we have dared to hope, shall the Sun of
Righteousness arise on India, with healing in His wings.